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Dave Grohl, Hoarder 


"Compulsive Hoarding is a mental disorder marked by an obsessive need to acquire and keep things even if the 


items are worthless, hazardous or unsanitary. More than 3 million people are compulsive hoarders." 
That's what the text says at the beginning of every episode of "Hoarders". 

Why do | watch the show? Because some of my closest friends have accused me of being a hoarder. 
ME, Dave Grohl, a hoarder? No way! 

Did | keep the old van that my friends Ẹ | toured in in the 90's? Yes. 

Did | keep every backstage pass I've ever used? Yes. 

Did | keep every tour book and rider we've ever done? Yes. 


Did | keep the cast that | wore when | broke my leg? Yes. 


Do | have a shit-ton of other random things? Yes. 

Hey, I've lived an amazing life and I've had some amazing experiences. My band and | sold out Wembley Stadium 
TWICE. I've been able to meet and become friends with some of my heroes. Thank God Brian May didn't call the 
cops on me for stalking him. Also, not everyone gets to become friends with a motherfucking BEATLE! 

But, am | a hoarder? Nol 

Maybe. 

Okay, possibly. 

But | have a good reason, 

You see, Alzheimer's and dementia run in my family. Very few people know this. Not even Taylor knows. 

Ah, Taylor. My soulmate. The love of my life. The gorgeous, sexy, goofy, blond spaz with whom | gladly share 
my life - and my bed. Professing my love for that man was the scariest thing | ever did at the time, but it 


also turned out to be the best thing. We've been together over lb years so far, and I'm looking forward to 


spending the at least next 50 with him. 


So, back to the Alzheimer's thing. It's a nasty fucking disease, people. Watching a loved one go from being so 
smart, funny, and full of personality to becoming a shell of their former selves is nothing short of torture. 
One day, a person will know who you are. The next day, they may either not know who you are, or think you're 


someone else. 

If not remembering events or people wasn't bad enough, your body forgets how to function You forget how to 
swallow, so you end up having to drink this really nasty-looking thickened shit. Your body forgets how to 
process calories, so you lose weight. You forget how to go to the bathroom, so you end up wearing diapers. 


Depending on how aggressive the disease is, you could suffer from this for months to years. 


Because Alzheimer's runs in my family, | am scared that I'll end up with it. Actually, scared isn't strong enough 


- terrified might a better word. 

| am terrified that I'll forget this amazing life I've lived. 
| am terrified that I'll forget my amazing friends. 

| am terrified that I'll forget Taylor. 


Some nights, when Taylor and | are lying in bed, I'll touch his face, feeling every subtle dip and contour, while 
my eyes follow my fingers. 


Depending on his mood, he'll ask me what the fuck l'm doing, or he'll touch his hand to my face and do the 
same thing. He might think it's a romantic thing - which it is - but | have an ulterior motive. | don't want to 
forget him. 


JERR RRR ORR CIR IRR I EK aE 
The biggest argument we ever had was about my stash of stuff at the studio. The band had a rehearsal for 
an upcoming show and everyone had gone home. | was in the main storage room and was looking through some 


things when | was suddenly startled to hear Taylor's voice. 
"Are you STILL here?" he asked. He sounded very surprised, and more than slightly annoyed. 


| jumped, and closed the box I'd been looking though. "Yeah, l'm still here. | was just thinking about maybe 
starting to organize in here," | called back. 


Taylor suddenly appeared at the end of the aisle | was in. The look on his face was a mixture of irritation and 


pain. "We had plans for dinner tonight. We made reservations for that place two months ago!" 
"Oh, that's right,” | said. "Let's go home and get ready." 


The look on Taylor's face was incredulous. "Its too fucking late!" he shouted "Our reservations were for 1:00, 


and it's 6:00 now!" 


My heart sank. Even if we had left at that exact second for the restaurant, we wouldn't have made it on time. 
Plus, it was ultra-fancy, and there's no way they would've let me in the way | was currently dressed. Hell, 


they probably wouldn't have let me in the parking lot. 
| walked toward my soulmate and tried to apologize. “Taylor, I'm so, so sorry." | began 


He held up his hand to stop me from getting closer to him. "No. Don't even start. I'm way too pissed to hear 
any excuses right now. | tried calling you a bunch of times, but | couldn't get through. | was so sure that 
something had happened to you, so | got in my car and started driving back here." He paused for a moment, 
and | saw the beginning of tears in his eyes before he quickly wiped them away with this thumb and 
forefinger. "| even looked in ditches on the side of the road! Every time | saw flashing lights, | prayed you 
weren't in the back of the ambulance, or that the police car wasn't going to an accident you were in" 


| tried a couple of times to swallow the lump in my throat. | couldn't begin to imagine what my beloved was 
feeling. | knew I'd be scared shitless if | couldn't get hold of him. And why couldn't he call me? This building has 
large areas in it where there is no cell signal whatsoever, and our storage rooms are the worst. We had to 


resort to using walkie-talkies because there are so many dead zones. 


| didn't know what to say. | wanted to touch him, to hug him and apologize for losing track of time, but | knew 
better. 


The silence between us was deafening. 


"Well, since we're not going to dinner, we might as well do that organizing you were talking about," said Taylor. 
He looked at a nearby box and picked it up. "Look at the dust on this box. It can gol" he yelled as he slammed it 


on the floor. 


He had thrown two more boxes - yelling and cursing - before | finally got him to stop. | couldn't remember 


the last time I'd seen him that angry. 


He had already started panting and small beads of sweat had formed on his forehead when he looked at me. 
"Why is all of this shit in here, Dave? Are you one of those fucking hoarders like on tv? Is our house going to 
end up piled with a bunch of stupid stuff you can't get rid of?" he yelled, the exasperation in his voice very 


evident. 


| tentatively approached him, and this time he let me get close to him. | took his hands in mine and ran my 
fingers over his. "No, lim not a hoarder. Our home never has been - and never will be - a piled-up mess." | let 
go of one of his hands to gesture toward the room. "This stuff, it's memorabilia It's a collection. It's pieces of 


the history of our band" | paused for a moment. "Besides, do you know how much money we'd make if we sold 


this shit on eBay? Dude, we'd be rich!" 


He looked at me for a few seconds before we both burst out laughing. "I don't think we need the money," he 
said. 


"No, | think we're good for now," | said. | stepped close to him, put my hands on his arms, and looked into his 


gorgeous eyes. "| could live in a cardboard box under a bridge and still be rich, as long as | have you." 
| leaned in closer and he let me kiss him. "Want to go home now?" | asked. 


He said yes, so we went home, where | apologized profusely and pulled every goddamn string | could to get us 


into that restaurant a week later. 
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After that day, we came to an agreement. We agreed that, when we weren't busy with band stuff, | would go 


to the storage room once a week and work on it for a few hours. 


While I'm "organizing" it, | get to take my trips down Memory Lane in peace, trying my best to not forget 
anything. 


| have made arrangements about the stuff with my attorney after | die. The members of the band will be 
called together, where they will be informed of my plans: Specific items that | think each person would want 
will be left to them. 


After they receive those items, they will be able to go through the entire collection and get anything else 
they want. 


Since he's more than just a member of my band, Taylor will receive a special wooden box. It holds items that 
hopefully mean as much to him as they do me - including the dried rose boutonniere | wore at our wedding, a 
bottle of sand from the beach where we spent our honeymoon, a napkin from the restaurant where | proposed 
to him, and one of the drumsticks he used the first time he played with Foo fighters. 

On top of the items is a note that says: 

"Taylor, 


You have always been and always will be the love of my life. Although I've lived what some would call a Dream 


Life, none of it would be worth anything if | hadn't lived at least part of it with you. 

In this box, you will find things that represent a small part of our life together. Yes, my boutonniere from our 
wedding is in here. | know | told you | lost it, and | hope you forgive me for lying to you, but | wanted to make 
sure | didn't lose it. | wanted to keep it forever, as a reminder of that day. 

Over the years, we've had our fights over my obsession with the stuff in our storage room. Now that l'm 
gone, | will tell you why. | feared forgetting. | didn't want to forget any part of the life | lived, and | especially 
didn't want to forget you. | also didn’t want you to go through the heartbreak of thinking I'd forgotten you. 
Even if my mind forgot you, my heart and soul never could, becouse you were always a part of both. 
Remember that | love you, 


Dave." 


After everyone has gone through the stuff and taken what they wanted, my attorney will arrange to have the 


remainder sold, with the proceeds going to the Alzheimer's Association. 


How will it be sold? I'm thinking eBay. 


